A BRASS HAT IN NO MAN'S LAND
of the British name in March are those possessed
by the English gentleman of the pre-industrial
regime, of whom Metcalfe is one. He held the line
for England with his Diehards, because of what
was in him - blood and breeding. Bombs, bullets,
flame, gas and shells of all sorts and kinds, can
kill or rip up thousands, cold steel 'with a twist
in it' makes a nasty gash; but these things, with the
addition of privation and exhaustion, do not deter
or frighten the English gentleman of the ancient
line from doing his duty or dying in the attempt.
So Metcalfe drawing strength and inspiration from
the past, plays the game, turning himself into a
two-year-old one minute, a veteran tactician at
another - and wins! Not far from him, Benzie,
now with Highland troops of another formation
also makes history for Scotland - but alas - severely
wounded, he falls, to be hors de combat for the
remainder of the war, thus losing his brigade-pro-
motion. Brown of the Welch, a product of Pope and
Benzie, acts up to the traditions of his corps. We
draw back by degrees - but only as a ruse. On the
night of the 23rd, the struggle is intense. Hand
to hand fighting brings sons of Germany literally
into the Welch grip. They have them by the throat
in deathly vice-like hold. I send up a subaltern,
G. V. Jones, with thirty men, the only reserve left,
to Ervillers in a lorry, to stem the tide, Tire,5 he
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